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Though dark the clouds of sorrow loom 

And dim the light of day, 
The eye of Faith sees through the gloom 

4Vhich gathers round his way. 
Then with the light of morning's dawn 

Behold the Victor's Palm ! 
He trusted in his Father's love 

To be his shield from harm. 



PREFACE. 



■<g>- 



In offering this small volume to the public I think 
it advisable to say that I do not do so on account 
of any great merit contained in its pages, but in 
accordance with the wishes of my friends. I have 
given no time to the study of the poetical works 
of others, therefore these poems are original verse 
written in my leisure moments, and as such I 
would ask for a small amount of the patronage 
bestowed on others. 
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THE PARTING GIFT. 

PART I. 

HE scene, it is a dying bed, 

Not in a castle old, 
Where tall and stately turrets form 

An outline clear and bold. 

Nor is it in the house of wealth, 
'Midst pomp and gaudy state. 

Where the numerous attendants 
Their master's orders wait. 

But in a small and lowly hut. 
Close by the foam-strewn shore, 

Close by the hanging rocky crags 
And ocean's angry roar. 



lo THE PARTING GIFT 

Tis there within that quiet hut 

A dying woman lies, 
With pallid brow and sunken cheeks, 

And anxious, wakeful eyes. 

One only watches by that bed, 

He is the widow's child, 
The comfort of her later days, 

Brave, teachable, and mild. 

Bright golden locks curl o'er his head 
And cluster o'er his brow, 

His face is bent upon his arms, 
And hark, he's sobbing now ! 

The setting sun illumes the room, 

It gilds the dying bed, 
The beams play on the pale, wan face, 

But soon they will have fled. 



THE PARTING GIFT ii 

" My son " (the dying woman speaks), 

" The light wanes in the west, 
So, too, my sun is sinking fast. 

Ay, sinking to it's rest ! " 

The youth uplifts his tearful eyes 

And clasps her to his heart, 
" Oh mother, mother, do not die, 

It cannot be we part ! " 

Again the feeble voice is heard, 

" Oh, speak not so, my son. 
Though thee alone on earth I leave. 

Our Father's will be done ! 

" Take thou the gift I have, dear child, 
It is the Word of God, ^ 

Keep it, my boy, and daily read 
When I am 'neath the sod. 



12 THE PARTING GIFT 

" When thou art on the lonely sea, 
Ne'er lose this Holy Book ; 

Treasure it as thy life, my son ; 
Heed not the sneer and look. 

" When duty calls, go on in faith. 
Where'er thy lot may fall ; 

And be thou ready to await. 
Thy Master's final call ! " 

The feeble voice no more is heard. 
Her spirit now has fled \ 

The sailor boy alone is left 
In silence with the dead. 
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PART II. 




HE scene, 'tis 'mid the briny waves 

A stately vessel glides, 
With snowy sails set in the breeze, 

The ocean's breast she rides. 

The moon in splendour now shines forth, 

The sea reflects its light. 
And the fleecy clouds surrounding, 

Add beauty to the night. 

There, seated on that vessel's deck. 

We see the sailor boy; 
He holds with care his mother's gift. 

His face is lit with joy. 



14 THE PARTING GIFT. 

He is thinking of that sunset 
When the calm spirit fled ; 

And the waters murmur round him, 
The night birds fly overhead. 

But lo, the placid scene is changed, 
The moon withholds her light, 

The dark clouds gather in the sky. 
No more the stars shine bright 

The rising wind blows loud and strong, 
The waves with foam are white ; 

Roughly the gallant bark is tossed. 
Still darker grows the night. 

Amid the tumult of the waves 
The shrieks of terror sound ; 

She's struck upon a fatal rock, 
With naught but water round. 
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Now with speed the boat is lower'd, 

'Tis like a fragile toy, 
Soon 'tis filled, but two are left. 

One is the sailor boy. 

The mate is standing by his side, 

While loud the thunder peals. 
The lightning flash illumes the sky. 

The stranded vessel reels. 

" The boat will hold another man," 

(A voice is heard to cry), 
" Quick ! quick ! my boy," the kind mate speaks ; 

" Tm old, you're young to die." 

" Not so," the brave young sailor cries, 

^* You have a happy home. 
Dear wife and children round your hearth, 

But I am all alone." 



i6 THE PARTING GIFT. 

He clasped the mate's rough homy hand. 
Their tears fell thick and fast, 

" God bless and keep you my brave boy, 
111 lash you to the masL^ 

The waves with fierceness higher rise, 

Rain in a torrent falls ; 
All around is utter darkness. 

Dread fear each heart appals ! * 

Yet once again the scene is changed, 
The storm its force has spent. 

The morning dawns o'er sea and land, 
Clear is the firmament 

Away on the rippling ocean, 
Far fi-om the tranquil shore, 

The orphan sailor gently lies \ 
His earthly life is o'er. 
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THE PARTING GIFT 17 

Now marked by death his fair young brow, 

Now closed his bright blue eyes ; 
Still safe within his cold clasp'd hands, 

His mother's treasure lies. 

His body in the deep doth rest, 

Beneath the briny wave ; 
His spirit brave has reach'd the shore 

Beyond the sailor's grave ! 
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SOLITUDE. 

H ! solitude, I love thy shade, 
I seek thee when my heart's afraid ; 
When dearest -joys fade from my view, 
'Tis strength in thee I seek anew. 
When trials great I have to bear. 
When stricken down by bitter care, 
When loving hearts to me are dead. 
Then 'tis to thee I oft am led. 
None know of sorrow's silent tear, 
None know the mingled hope and fear ; 
The cold proud one throughout the day, 
Unmask'd in solitude gives way ; 
Thou friend of grief 'tis in thy shade 
My troubled heart with strength is stay'd. 
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THE SONGSTER. 

^ ING on, sing on, sweet songster, 
For 'tis the break of day. 
And let the hills re-echo 
With thy sweet warbling lay. 

Sing on, sing on, sweet songster, 

Before creation stirs. 
Sing on, 'mid the heather wild, 

Amid the bushy firs. 

Sing on, sing on, sweet songster, 
Among the stately trees. 

Sing on when thy gentle voice 
Doth mingle with the breeze. 

Sing on, sing on, sweet songster. 
When shades of even fall ; 

Sing on while nature whispers 
A fair good night to all 
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THE BROOK. 

HROUGH the woodlands, thick and leafy, 
^ Runs the little murmuring brook, 
Softly gliding o'er the pebbles, 
Wandering through each shady nook. 

Lightly skipping through the briers 

That entwine across its way. 
Ever flowing onward, onward ! 

Resting neither night nor day. 

Sunbeams dance with playful frolic, 
• Flow'rets bloom, then drooping die, 
Raindrops patter on each leaflet 
Mingling with the night wind's sigh. 



THE BROOK. 21 

Children play beside its waters, 
Without e'er a thought of fear ; 

Dabbling with their baby fingers, 
In the brook so cool and clear. 

Yet the brooklet never heeds them, 
Murmuring on its way with song ; 

Careless of their childish laughter, 
Restless, changeless, winding on. 





"FATHER, THY WILL BE DONE." 



t^^Wx\S night upon the dark lone sea, 
^^ The foaming waves in anger roar'd, 
The thunder clap was loud and fierce, 

The sleet in blinding torrents pour'd ; 
With lurid glare the lightning flashed, 

And struck a storm-toss'd vessel's deck, 
And stretch'd upon its shivered planks 

A human form, a shattered wreck ! 
One gaz'd upon the lifeless corpse, 

As 'mid the waves they battl'd on, 
And through the storm the pray'r went forth, 
" Father, Thy will be done." 
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Twas in a lowly cottage home, 

Two women knelt in earnest pray% 
The scalding tears streamed down their cheeks, 

" Those on the sea, blest Saviour, spare ! " 
While lower, lower, burnt the lamp, 

Still did the heartfelt prayer ascend. 
And with the fiercely-howling blast. 

The women's voices seem'd to blend ; 
And when the woeful tidings spread. 

As shone o'er all the morning's sun. 
The widow'd ones breath'd through their tears, 
" Father, Thy will be done." 

« 

'Twas far away in foreign lands, 

A battle wag'd with fiercest strife, 
On plains dyed red with human blood. 

Where the brave warrior gave his life. 
One sank sore wounded to the ground. 

Grim Death was quickly drawing nigh ; 



24 ''FATHER, THY WILL BE DONE:' 

Sadly he thought of one sweet face, 
" Alas ! alas ! that I must die ! 

Nay, 'tis decreed, FU murmur not. 
All pain is o^er, the battle's won, 

Though lov'd ones dear on earth I leave, 
' Father, Thy will be done/ " 

Twas in her chamber's solitude, 

A maiden mourn'd her lover's death ; 
The summer air crept in and fann'd 

Her tear-stain'd cheek with balmy breath. 
On bended knee beside her bed, . 

Long, long she struggled with her grief, 
Sweet comfort came, 'twas answer'd pray'r. 

The bleeding heart had found relief. 
She bent before the All-wise God, 

Her deepest grief was past and gone. 
And there remain'd Faith's voice to say : 
" Father, Thy will be done.'* 
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I AM THINE. 

AM Thine ! sweet Jesus ! 

Thine ! through life's long day 
I am Thine ! blest Saviour ! 

Thine ! ay Thine ! for aye ! 
Thine 1 redeemed and sav^d 

By the precious blood ; 
Thine ! to tell the praises 

Of that healing flood ! 
Thine ! reclaimed from bondage, 

Thine ! from sin set free, 
Thine ! to join the ransom'd 

Through eternity .! 
Thine ! to cross the river, 

Thine ! to reach the shore, 
Thine ! to bow before thee, 

Worship and adore ! 
Thine ! to claim the title 

To the heavenly rest. 
Thine ! to reach the haven. 

Thine ' for ever blest ! 




RESIGNATION. 

ORD, Thou hast call'd me to resign 
The things I held most dear. 

Yet shall I murmur ? 'tis Thy will ! 
And Thou my soul doth cheer. 

The black clouds gathered o'er my head, 
And dark the night has been, 

But through the cloud and darkest night, 
Have I Thy glory seen. 

Once 'twas my will to join the throng 
That worshipp'd round the shrine, 

Around the shrine of this world's God ; 
Ay, such a will was mine. 



RESIGNA TIOJV, 27 

Then Lord, in mercy, thou didst show 

The Way, the Truth, the Light, 
The joys which only can endure 

With endless glory bright. 

I saw the fountain that could cleanse, 

I plung'd beneath the flood. 
And then my soul burst forth in song, 

Sav'd by the precious blood. 

Sav'd from the world and Satan's pow'r, 

And free to join the throng 
Of saints on earth, who sing with joy, 

The everlasting song. 

All glory to the Lamb who died, 

The Lamb who died for me ! 
All glory to the Crucified, 

The Lamb on Calvary ! 



28 RESIGNA TION. 

Then came the words, " Why stand ye here, 

So idle all the day?" 
Then to the vineyard forth I went. 

Nor lingered by the way. 

I strove to make the tidings known, 

Of Jesus and His love ; 
I sought the Lord in pray'r to send 

A blessing from above. 

The answer came, it tarried not. 

And souls were gathered in ; 
Ransom'd, redeemed by Jesus' blood, 

From death and hell and sin. 

Accept, O Lord ! the feeble praise 

I offer up to Thee ; 
That Thou didst condescend to use 

A poor frail child like me. 



RESIGNATION. 29 

Then Lord, it was Thy gracious will 

To stay my active zeal ; 
And with a loving Father's hand, 

Thy gentle chast'ning deal. 

Thus in the hour of sickness I 

More fully learnt that will, 
Which bid me leave all else to God, 

And patiently lie still. 

Summer friends have long since vanished, 

And summer love has fled, 
And sorrow wrought by Friendship's hand 
. Has broken o'er my head. 

Yet through it all I thank Thee, Lord, 

That Thou my soul didst chide, 
And through the hours of conflict still 

Doth e'er with me abide ! 
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RESIGN A TION. 



It cost me many a struggle, 

But now the victory's won ; 
And from my heart, bless'd Lord, I say, 

" Thy will, not mine, be done ! " 
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THE MUSIC OF THE SHELLS. 

^ HELLS of the ocean ! sweet music ye make, 
With your murmurings gentle and low, 
Speaking in language, although 'tis unknown, 
Of the riches that come from below. 

How oft when a child with joy I have found 
The bright shells cast ashore at my feet ; 

Come far away from the depths of the sea. 
From their briny and distant retreat. 

At mom I have stood by the rippling wave. 
And IVe listened with childish delight 

While the strange soft music came from within 
The shells of the deep so pure and white. 

Murmur on lovely waifs of the ocean ! 

For ye bring back dear childhood to me ; 
Speak, speak ! to my heart of the bygone days 

Ye fair musical gems of the sea. 



LOVE. 




ENTERED through the garden gate, 

I heard two maidens speak ; 
They heeded not my footsteps, or 

The rusty hinges creak. 
I heard the subject, it was Love, 

I heard one maiden say, 
" Love, that in courtship is so sweet. 

Soon, soon must pass away." 



The other maiden told her nay. 
That true love deeper grew. 

That in old age, as well as youth. 
With joy each path 'twould strew. 



LOVE. 33 

I walk'd up to the rustic seat, 

They heard my footsteps then, 
They started like the frightened deer, 

That runs across the glen. 



One maiden (she was fair as mom). 

With golden, wavy hair, 
Her blue eyes beaming full of love, 

She was beauteous, fair. 
The other, she was dark as night, 

With hair of jetty hue. 
Her dark eyes flashed with youthful mirth, 

Then cold with hauteur grew. 



I gaz'd upon each youthful face, 

I said, " My children, say 
How you would speed the marriage life, 

As youth ebbs on its way." 



34 LOVE. 

The maid of night was first to speak, 
A- scornful laugh she gave ; 

While morning stood in silence by, 
Methought her looks were grave : — 



" Oh, I would marry young in life 

A man who lov'd me well, 
Who'd laud my beauty and my wit. 

My praises loudly tell ; 
I'd live a life of luxury, 

My home an ancient hall, 
I'd reign a queen o'er all around. 

The belle of every ball ! 



The love of courtship soon would fade, 

I would not have it stay, 
I'd weary of the same sweet words, 

'Twere best they pass'd away. 



LOVE. 35 

My husband he might live his life, 
Might choose his friends, and I 

Would seek the homage of the world. 
New friends I would descry ! " 



The maid of night then ceas'd to speak, 

Such were her thoughts of love — 
Alas ! alas ! that beauty's child 

Could have no thoughts above ! 
The maid of morn spoke in her turn, 

Her voice was sweet and clear, 
A radiant smile play'd o'er her lips, 

She charm'd my eye and ear. 



" Pure, faithful love can never die ! 

And when the courtship's o'er, 
'Twill deepen into love mature. 

And gild the marriage store. 
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36 LOVE. 

Twill light the weary path of life, 

'Twill soothe all care and pain, 
'Twill never fade, but stronger grow, 

True love can never wane ! 
'Twill be the guiding star of home, 

'Twill dwell as sacred there. 
No worldly blast can chill the warmth. 

Of home-love sweet and fair ! " 



I laid my hand on Night's dark hair, 

" For thee, my child, I'll pray. 
That thou may'st learn what love doth mean, 

That thou ma/st prize its ray. 
Unknown it is unto thy heart, 

Thy words dishonour love ; 
'Tis a gift of heavenly worth. 

It Cometh from above." 



LOVE. 37 

I laid my hand on Morn's fair hair, 

" My child, for thee, I'll pray, 
That hallow'd love may gild thy path, 

Enrich each youthful day. 
Thou knowest well the worth of love. 

In all its truest form. 
The halo of its light will cheer 

Thy heart through every storm." 





THE BROKEN VOWS. 

t^^^IS by the murmuring sunlit stream, 
^^ Down by the willow tree, 

'Tis there they whisper lovers sweet vows, 

Those hearts no longer free ; 
Tis there he vows he'll love for aye ! 
Tis there she does not say him nay ! 



None hear those words except the stream, 

And it speeds on its way ; 
The daylight wanes, they linger on, 

The sun withdraws its ray ; 
Again he tells the old, old tale 
Of faithful love that ne'er can fail 
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And she, with simple trusting faith, 

Believes his vows are true, 
Believes that one day he*ll return, 

Once more her love to sue ; 
That by the stream once more they'll stand, 
And plight their vows, hand clasp'd in hand. 

But time has fled, he's ne'er return'd, 

The faithful heart to cheer. 
And by the willow's drooping boughs 

She wanders lone and drear ; 
The birds coo softly in the trees, 
She hears no music in the breeze. 

At early morn she seeks the spot, 

Where side by side they stood, 
She looks with anxious, watchful eye 

Beyond the distant wood ; 
Her bright young life is clouded o'er, 
tier bitter tears in anguish pour ! 
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Friends behold with pitying eye. 
They see her youth decay, 

They know not of the broken heart. 
They never hear her say — 

She makes her sorrow all her own, 

And hope's last gleam has almost flown \ 

Tis eve, she seeks the willow tree. 
And sinks beneath its shade, 

A damp cold hand plays on her brow, 
'Tis Death ! in sleep she's laid ! 

Oh, faithless knight, thy love's no more ! 

What of the vows thou spoke of yore ? 

Far, far in distant lands he'd roam'd, 
There tender words had breath'd ; 

The hours had fled 'mid sunny groves. 
There blushing brows he'd wreath'd. 

Forgotten was the English maid, 

Who on his love her heart had sta/d. 
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Returning to his native home, 

He idly wanders on, 
And now he thinks of bygone days. 

Beneath the setting sun j 
And now he knows he loves her still : 
He seeks again the flowing rill. 

'Tis there once more he clasps her hand, 

Her icy lips are pressed. 
To him no words of welcome come, 

Her spirit is at rest — 
Cease, words of love, she doth not hear ! 

• 

The trysting place is now her bier. 




WOMAN. 




N bygone days the poet's song 
Was tun'd to woman's praise ; 

Once let us scan the written page, 
Then on her pathway gaze. 



Grace, beauty, elegance, and wit 

Are lauded in tkeir turn ; 
Is nothing more then woman's share ? 

Nay, read and you shall learn. 



Love, wisdom, truth, and modesty. 

Are jewels in her crown. 
Which sparkle brighter day by day. 



And ever bring renown. 



WOMAN, 43 

Then close the poet's love-lit strain, 

And turn to sacred writ ; 
Read there what woman's virtues are, 

What things for her are fit. 

Then let us turn to present days : 

Where, where is woman now ? 
Lost, lost in Fashion's glitt'ring maze. 

As slaves they yielding bow. 

Says Fashion, " You must follow me, 

Your ways are much too old, 
Shamefacedness will never do, 

Be just a little bold. 

. "Just place your hat upon one side. 

And friz the hair below. 
Then Nature's colour must be ton'd 
To Fashion's richer glow." 



44 WOMAN. 

Then, passing o'er the painted daubs 

Upon the youthful cheek, 
The darkened eyebrows, sparkling eyes, 

Of woman's robes I'll speak. 

Wide skirts are not in fashion now, 
Quite tight the robe must be ; 

Plaits are too large for elegance, 
Such things you never see. 

The waist must measure Fashion's span, 
Large feet mustl)e compress'd. 

To walk is painful, for high heels 
Will not afford much rest. 

With Fashion's sway comes in deceit,. 

And Falsehood reigns supreme, 
Truth, wisdom, modesty, are shunn'd, 

There is no love between. 
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No more the lover walks for miles 

To win a maiden's hand ; 
She meets him past the half-way stile, 

While he'll contented stand. 

It saves him trouble, saves him time, 

He thinks her very kind ; 
While she is pleas'd to have it so. 

He really does not mind. 

Far more than this my pen could trace, 

For woman though I be, 
I blush with shame, and turn away 

From all the sights I see. 

Go, painted one ; go, wash thy face ! 

Remove the falseness there. 
Or in the eyes of honest man, 

Thou never canst be fair. 
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Go, place thy hat straight on thy head ; 

Go, cut the tight-lac'd strings ! 
Then break from Fashion's thraldom till 

The world with freedom rings. 

Be slaves no longer at her will ! 

But crush her 'neath thy feet, 
Until array'd in modest garb. 

Once more ye may her greet. 

No more a lover strive to win, 

Let man the wooing do ; 
Keep in thy sphere, be modest maids. 

No more for homage sue. 

Let wisdom, modesty, and truth. 

Be jewels in thy crown, 
Which sparkle brighter day by day, 

And ever bring renown. 
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WOMAN. 



47 



Let me no more have cause to blush 
And turn away with shame, 

But let my pen bright verses trace 
To woman's modest fame. 






WHAT IS LOVE? 

HAT is love ? you ask me, 
In answer t reply, 

'Tis far above rare gems, 
For love can never die ! 

What sweetens earthly grief? 

The answer comes, 'tis love ; 
Love gives radiant glory 

To that fair world above. 

Love's the magic power 

To guide the wayward heart ; 
All riches melt away 

When Cupid shoots his dart. 
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Love binds us to our home 

And all the lov'd ones dear ; 
Love bids us upward look, 

Dispelling all our fear. 

Then ask not what is love, 

Your heart must surely know 
That love's the magic fount 

Whence every good doth flow ! 
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THE SWEETHEARTS ADIEU. 

44^ ^fc'DIEU ! sweetheart, for days and weeks, 
4/^ Adieu ! for months and years ; 
Come, lay thy head upon my breast, 
And shed those parting tears." 

" Adieu ! sweet love ! nay, must thou go, 
And leave me sad and lone ? 

And shall I wait in vain to hear 
Thy voice's tender tone ? " 

" Adieu ! sweetheart ! ay, 'tis decreed 

That I must cross the sea. 
But till this heart shall cease to beat. 

Will I be true to thee ! " 

" Adieu ! sweet love ! Ill stay thee not. 

Since 'tis decreed we part. 
But till my life shall pass away, 

I'm true to thee, sweetheart ! " 




A DREAM. 



Thfse verses Tvere written after having had the following 

dream* 




DREAM ! ay ! 'twas only a dream, 
I would I might dream it again ; 
But ere morning dawned it had flown, 
I know that all wishing is vain. 

I dreamt that I lay on my bed 
In a calm and happy repose ; 

Standing around were well-known forms, 
While the tears to their dear eyes rose. 
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A DREAM. 

And I heard the words that they spoke, 
Whilst sobbing they tum*d from my bed, 

" She's dying ! " they said, " she's dying ! " 
And all hope with those words seem'd fled. 

I look'd at them bow'd with their grief, 
And strange was the feeling I felt ; 

Was it fear at meeting my God 
Who with me so loving had dealt ? 

Then I lifted my soul in pray'r, 

I know not the words which I spake ; 

It might be that God in that hour 
Would not his weak servant forsake. 

It might be I ask/d Him for strength 
To guide through the valley of death, 

To take me to glory on high, 

When spent was my labouring breath. 
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I know not the words which I spake, 
But I know an answer was giv'n ; 

To me, in that hour of death, came 
A shadowy foretaste of Heav*n. 

I know of the bliss of my soul, 

I know of the longing to die, 
To break through the fetters of earth, 

To reign with my Saviour on high. 

But the thrill and rapturous joy, 

The blissful and fervent delight, 
Is more than I e'er can explain, 

Twas mine in that hour of the night 

I felt not the pains of the flesh, 

I saw but the glory on high, 
And waiting my Father's summons, 

I long'd, with sweet longing, to die ! 
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Then just as my last breath was drawn, 
And bright was the heavenly gleam, 

I awoke, and found it had fled — 
A dream ! ay 'twas only a dream ! 

Though past is the vision of night, 
I think on it now through the day ; 

Should it ne'er in life come again, 
Tis for this I fervently pray — 

That when my last moments are come. 
The blissful and fervent delight. 

Will be mine in the hour of death, 
As 'twas in the dream of the night ! 

When, sever'd my spirit from earth, 

I see the radiance on high. 
Passing death's valley to glory, 

My soul, 'twill be sweet thus to die. 
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IN MEMORIAM. 

S. W. 

Born Sept. iqth, 1848. 

Married Jan. ist, 1877. 

Died Feb. 2oth, 1879. 

ONE from this earth to the fair world above, 
The sister belovfed and dear ; 
Resting in peace on the beautiful shore, 
While we shed the sorrowful tear. 

Cuird like a flower from earth's rocky soil, 
While yet in the spring-tide of life ; 

Transplanted above to the garden fair, 
The daughter, the mother, and wife. 
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NATURE. 




ITH rapt delight I gaze around 
O'er nature's face ; 
On verdant valleys at my feet, 

Betokening peace and calm retreat ; 
On hills gigantic towering 

Up into space. 
Or on the rivers, cool and clear. 

Or babbling brooks ; 
Or on the stately woodland trees. 

Which yield not to the summer breeze, 
Which shelter, 'mid their beauteous leaves, 

The cawing rooks. 
Or on the pastures, green and fair, 

Where browse the sheep ; 
Or on the fields of golden com, 

Where harvest's glory doth adorn 



NATURE. S7 

The earth — on these fair scenes I gaze 

With rev'rence deep. 
Oh beauteous earth ! thy Maker fram'd 

Thee for our use. 
Yet flowing rivers, babbling brooks, 

Stately trees, and cawing rooks, 
Ye all could tell, if words were thine, 

Of man's abuse ! 
The fields that shine with golden grain 

So bright and fair ; 
The mountains high, the valleys calm, [harm, 

The pastures green, where, iafe from 
There browse the sheep— these tell to us 

Our Maker's care. 
Then when the ripen'd sheaves of corn 

Are gathered in, 
On pastures green, by rivers fair, 

Where grows the healing tree of life, 
We shall, beneath our Father's care, 

Be fi:ee from sin. 




AN EVENING HYMN. 

ORD, 'tis to Thee our praise we sing, 
Thou mighty Lord of Heaven ; 

To Thee, who with the Father reigns, 
Be endless glory giv'n. 

Lord, Thou hast bless'd throughout the day, 

And tended o*er Thy sheep ; 
Be with us at this even hour. 

And keep us while we sleep. 

Far have we wander'd from Thy fold 

And left our Shepherd's care. 
And chose our path far from Thy side, 

Far from Thy pastures fair. 

Our robes are soiPd, our feet are torn, 

We need Thy precious blood. 
So freely shed for sinful man, 

A cleansing, healing flood ! 
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We come in penitence and faith, 

We come in guilt and sin ; 
That Thou may*st wash our robes anew, 

And we Thy pardon win. 

We come, bless'd Saviour, to Thy feet. 

And lay our burden there. 
For Thou hast promised in Thy Word 

To hear the sinner's pray'r. 

We, Thy wandering sheep return. 

And seek Thy fold again. 
Great Shepherd, hear and take us in, 

And wash off ev'ry stain ! 

And grant that we. Thy guilty sheep. 

Kept 'neath Thy loving care. 
May no more wander from Thy side, 

But find our haven there. 



THE PILGRIM. 



U 




RAVELLING on life's toUsome road 

Lo ! a stranger see, 
Worn and stained with the dust and rain, 

Brother, who is he ? 
Who is he whose feet are torn 

With briers rude and sharp ? 
Who is he that smileth not. 

Nor stays to tune his harp ? 
Who is he so lone and drear, 

Who mounts the steep ascent ? 
Who is he whose noble form 

With early age is bent ? " 



THE PILGRIM. 6i 

"Tis a pilgrim, sister dear, like us he seeks his 
home." 

" But, brother, we are happy as we together roam ; 

While he looks boVd with grief, and his failing steps 
are slow. 

His eyes bent to the ground, heeding not the sun- 
light's glow. 

If, brother, we are pilgrims, and he a pilgrim too. 

How is it we are happy, while he seems now to rue ? 

Each day we tune our harps, and we carol by the 
way. 

At night we sleep in safety, and journey through the 
day; 

Our feet are torn and bleeding, as onward still we 
roam. 

And yet the pain we heed not, for 'tis our journey 
home ! " 

" Yes, sister, we are pilgrims, and he a pilgrim too, 

And we are ever happy, while he seems but to rue ; 

He seeth but the present, and bemoaneth every 
pain, 
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While we look to the future, the light which ne'er 
can wane; 

He droopeth 'neath his burdens, and sorrowful he 
goes. 

With bended form and aged brow, cherishing his 
woes; 

And he crieth with the pain of briers rude and sharp. 

And he sings no song of praise, nor cares to tune 
his harp ; 

While we see through the shadows far past this 
toilsome road. 

Where brightly beams the sun at our Father's blest 
abode. 

We count all our pain as nought, 
For when the journey's o'er 

There's welcome for the weary, 
And rest for evermore ! " 




FRIENDSHIP. 

FRIEND ! Oh, magic word ! 
What power's in that name? 
Tis one who loves in truth 
Ne'er dreaming once of gain. 

A friend ! oh, priceless boon ! 

How seldom art thou found ! 
The name we hear is but 

A hollow, mocking sound 1 

Come, view with me the scene — 
A mansion, stately, grand ; 

Tis built of costly stone, 
Upraised by human hand 

Within all is splendour, 

'Tis wealth that reigneth there ; 
To her courts come daily 

The aged, young, and fair. 
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They bow before the shrine, 
And worship day by day, 

And offer there rare gifts, 
And sweetest homage pay. 

They join the festive groups, 
Who gather round the board, 

And envy all the while. 
The host his golden hoard. 

And list, they speak fair words 
Of friendship true and firm. 

And thus they glibly lie ! 
Nay, do not think me stem. 

Come, view with me the scene- 
It is a cottage small. 

No banquet board is spread, 
No servants line the hall. 



FRIENDSHIP. 

What means it? It is this — 
In one night wealth has fled ; 

The queen, who reign'd supreme, 
Is vanquished, cold and dead ! 

The mansion, stately, grand. 
Has crumbled 'neath the flame, 

And ashes only tell 
The story of its fame. 

And there the host resides 
Within his cottage small, 

Where perfum'd roses twine 
Around its humble wall 

And does he sigh for wealth ? 

And does he sigh for fame ? 
Ah, no ! he only sighs 

For friendship's empty name. 
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A friend who can deceive ! 

Nay ! give them not that name, 
Let not their lying lips 

That sweetest sound profane. 

A friend ! ah, bless'd indeed 
Are they who claim the prize, 

For which in sorrow's hour 
A yearning heart oft sighs. 

Go hence, ye traitors vile ! 

And fawn not at my feet ; 
Go, seek the solitude, 

And there in sorrow weep. 

Friend, however humble, 
Come, loving, faithful heart ? 

Claim the noble title 

A friend, till death shall part ! 





I AM THE WAY. 

HE sccQC, it is a dying bed, 

And there, 'midst pomp and state, 
Where loving friends in silence weep, 
And trembling servants wait — 

A soul is passing from this earth 
To join the countless band, 

Who've cross'd the river one by one. 
And reach'd the unknown land. 

The room is wrapt in sombre gloom, 

The tapers dimly burn. 
And to the priest beside the bed 

The sick man's eyes do turn. 
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68 I AM THE WAY 

Life's golden thread is breaking £ist. 
The spirit seeks release ; 

What craves his soul in anguish sore ? 
For peace ! ay, surely peace ! 

Before his eyes the crucifix 
Is held, that he may gaze, 

And from ,the pillow where it rests, 
His head they gently raise. 

His sins are pardon'd — still no rest^ 
For there, before his view, 

Purgatorial horrors stand, 
And writhe his soul anew ! 

In vain the priest, in whispers low. 

Assures him all is well. 
And that the money paid for pray'rs 

Will save his soul from helL 
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He tells him of the Virgia's power 

To intercede above, 
And bids him rest in faith upon 

The holy Mother's love. 

At length he rises from his bed, 

And bids the father go ; 
His friends are trembling round his couch 

With horror-stricken woe. 

" Oh, call him back,* they eager cry, 

" He is the priest of God, 
Let not our hearts in sorrow break 

When thou art 'neath the sod ! " 

The dying man, with strength renewed, 

Uplifts his hand on high, 
" No more again will I behold 

His face before I die ! 



70 I AM THE WAY. 

" Send hence a messenger with haste, 
And bid the parson come, 

Who lives hard by St. James's church, 
Before my life is done ! " 

In fear they send the summons off. 
The parson comes with speed, 

He comes, God's messenger to man. 
In very truth and deed. 

He takes the wasted hand in his, 
He reads the sacred page. 

He tells how death is to mankind 
Each sinner's dreadful wage. 

He tells him of the precious blood 
By which he may be free, 

To join the ransom'd saints of God 
Throughout eternity. 
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He tells him that the blood can cleanse 

And take his sins away, 
And to that dying soul the^e comes 

A glimpse of Hope's bright ray. 

He tells him that the work is done, 

That Christ has done it all, 
And trusting in that finished "Work 

He'd reach the long'd-for goal. 

And in that chamber's sombre gloom, 

Where dim the tapers bum, 
They pray — true priests of God, and he 

The blessM truth doth learn — 

That Christ can only intercede 

Before the mercy seat ; 
** I am the Way, the Truth, the Life ! " 

Thus we his words repeat 



72 I AM THE WAY. 

Jesus, the name is sweet to hear ! 

He's found true rest at last. 
The horror of another world 

Is now for ever past 

He knows that Christ is calling him 
From oflf the golden shore, 

And 'neath his Saviour's gentle care 
He rests for evermore. 





REST. 




IS even, and the sky o'ercasts, 
And makes my vision dim, 

It soon will deepen into night. 
The night so dark and grim. 



The stormclouds gather o'er my head, 
The loud wind whistles round ; 

Oh, cold and drear seems earth to me, 
Where, where can rest be found ? 



Once, in the happy days of youth, 
I stood upon life's sand, 

And with the beautiful and gay 
I joined the worldly band. 
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And from the brightly-pebbled shore, 
Far out on pleasure's stream, 

There I did steer my fragile bark, 
'Neath sunshine's brightest beam. 

Ah me ! how soon the light did wane ! 

I wearied of that stream, 
I glided on as if in sleep, 

I dreamt the worldling's dream. 

My bark was drifted out to sea, 

The waters came around. 
The foaming waves broke o'er my head. 

With angry, booming sound. 

Now stranded on life's sand I lay, 

No beacon light to guide, 
With naught around me but the sea, 

So raging and so wide. 



REST, 75 

It was, my friend, upon life's sand, 

'Twas there thou lost thy way, 
Then, gliding on o'er pleasure's stream, 

Thou spent youth's sunny day. 

It was on that stream of pleasure, 
Thou saw the vain world's store ; 

The school of sorrow was that sea, 
'Midst turmoils angry roar. 

The lesson true thou hast not learnt, . 

That sorrow's school would teach : 
'Tis ever patience, love, and hope. 

And rest within thy reach. 

The task in love thy Master set, 

Take up and strive to learn. 
Press forward 'neath thy daily cross. 

Nor deem that Master stern. 



76 REST, 

And when with loving voice He speaks, 

With willing ear attend ; 
Whene'er the heavy rod is raised, 

Before it meekly bend. 

Then upward to the beacon look, 
And when the school is o'er, 

Twill guide thee to the haven safe. 
To rest for evermore. 





TO, THE BEREAVED. 

RY your tears, ye mournful ! 

Uplift your downcast eyes, 
Cease ! cease ! your troubled sobs, 

Still ! still ! your weary sighs. 

Mourn ye for some lov'd one. 

The sharer of your home ; 
Or one who, far away, 

In other lands did roam ? 

Was it in the battle, 

Upon some distant plain ? \ 

Think not of the scene there. 

And dwell not on the pain. 
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Or on the wide, lone sea, 
The lov'd one found his grave \ 

Dwell not on the terrors 
Of battling with the wave ! 

Or of the weary bed 

Of sickness, where she lay 

But leave night's sorrow ! come 
View the opening day. 

The Christian's night is o'er, 
The pilgrimage is past ; 

Why then should we sorrow ? 
They've reach'd their home at last 

The world is but a stage, 
Wherein we take our place ; 

We may not linger here, 
Remain a wordly race. 
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Picture not the lov'd one 

A corpse, so ashy pale ! 
Think not of the wounded, 

The last despairing wail ! 

Think of another world, 

Beyond the fair blue sky : 
Of Paradise above. 

Where spirits reign on high. 

The world has now no charm 
For those who rest in peace ! 

How can we wish them back, 
Where turmoils never cease ? 

No ! rather let us try 

To wean our hearts from earth, 
To leave its glittering dross 

For things of untold worth. 



-r-T y^ 



XX, _ 



_4 ^ 



.*'>» ^X^*^ 



£' 



¥f i* t ; * ^.i.xfAx^,i'Aiii7e, 



t-e 



.* 



* 



<•.*• 



SA- 



